That music of thy promises,

Not threats in thunder, may

Awaken us to our just offices;

What in thy book thou dost, or creatures, say,

That we may hear, Lord! hear us, when we pray.

That our ears sickness we may cure,

And rectify those labyrinths aright;

That we by heark'ning not procure

Our praise, nor other's dispraise so invite;

That we get not a slip'riness,

And senselessly decline,

From hearing bold wits jest at kings excess,

T'admit the like of Majesty divine;

That we may lock our ears, Lordi open thine.

That living law, the magistrate,

Which to give us and make us physic doth

Our vices often aggravate;

That preachers, taxing sin before her growth,

That Satan, and envenom'd men,

Which will, if we starve, dine,

When they do most accuse us, may see then

Us to amendment hear them, thee decline;

That we may open our ears, Lord! lock thine.
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